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I CAN'T StlEPj IP YOU *> 
UNK.'/^PROMISBTO 
GO RIGHT BACK 
TOBEP,lUTEtL 
YOU ONE OF 
' MY TRUE 
EXPERIENCES 
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/ YOU'LL PAY FOR 
THIS, BRUSH. .. 
JUST LIKE THE 

v^ OTHERS'' 7 
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^ that was jnpi&o 
van morbip&.his work has ' 
been turned down by every | 
art critic in the country 
because he refuses to 
paint anything but 
depressing horror! too 
ba0, he has plenty of 
ability; 
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ON TUB Y WSY< SRANWV,.MIffTER 
STJteST, VAN MORBIDD,THE 

W£ RAMOUS ARTIST, SAVE , , 

MINUTES ME A JOB D6UVERW A t 

PAINTINSS FOR 

WIM/ 
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PAINTING. 



SXANNy EXPLAINS TO LlPPY HOW OBABiy 
VAN MORBIOD'S WOKK IS AND SHOWS HBO, 
TUB UNWRAPPBP PAINTING... 
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H# I'LL »IVE you A SPECIAL TREAT.. I'LL TAKE 
S3 YOU DOWN TO MV SUBTERRANEAN STUDIO! 
B. IT GIVES ME THE PROPER ATMOSPHERE 

iBAkTt ^^am COR THE TYPE 

3 ^Z&=^^KF^ V SUBJECTS I 
PAINT/ 
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LAND SAKBS.' 
HE'S BANGED 
HIS HEAD ON 
THE CEILING 
A MO HB'S OUT 
COt-P/ 



W INU reAO OF BEING U6EP AS A MODEL ^ 
W TO PRIVS PEOPLE CBAZy, I'LL PINDTWIS 
f ANIMATED HAIR MATTRESS A DECENT 

JTDB.' BUT FIRST IVE SOT TO MOVE 
^ THAT HULK OUT OP HERE.' HELLO, 
I SAMPSON TRUCKINS COMPANy? 
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VEPi WE KNOW THAT.' I "XI WEOTE THAT 
FOUNPTHIS NOTE.' LlK6-< -YES.' YOU 
WISE ONE GLOVE, A PURS6) YOU DON'T < 
WITH HER NAME IN IT— ^ "™INK S ^ 
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MOT HIM! WE LEFT 

L 
KEEP HIM BUSY -—-''NOW.' SUPPOSE WE ' 
EXPLAINING.' THE >. SEND HEK WH6KE SHE'S 
COPS WILL THINK f/EJGOmG-ON THE POINT; 
SCRAGSEPi 
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NOW, REMEMBER 
THAT WHAT YOU 
SAY HERF MAY BE 
US EF> AGAINST 
YOU 



OWN PERSONAL 
BLl)NP£KBUS r 
A UTTtE PAMP 
BUT WORKABLE 
ANPEASVTD . 
IDENTIFY < 
AS HIS ^ 
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T'VE told this story before. Few people believe 
it. But it's true, every word of it. I guess 
I wouldn't be here if it weren't true. And I have 
the proof, which I'll show you when I've told 
the story. 

. Mike Holmes leaned back in his chair and 
glanced around at his audience. They were all 
set for the tale. Everybody told a story there 
on the veranda of the Planters' Hotel spme time 
during his, stay. That is, he did if he had a story 
to tell.* 

You could see that Mike Hblmes did have 
one. If you've batted around the world as long 
as I have you get so you can spot a real story 
teller from the garden variety. I was just as 
anxious to hear Mike's yarn as the half dozen 
ethers who sat there sipping cool drinks and**' 
smoking. 

Out in the square lazy burros and llamas 
with "Heavy packs of hides and firewood crossed 
before our eyes. Blanketed Indians with color- 
ful and huge floppy straw hats walked beside 
them, urging them on with soft voices. Old wom- 
en squatted under awnings and sold drinking 
water for a centavo a cup. Fruit vendors called 
their wares lazily, their attitudes proclaiming 
that they hardly cared whether anyone bought 

It was the lazy little village of ' Sandoba, 
perched high in the Andes of Ecuador, Manana 

Life had gone on in Sandoba for centuries. 
It had never changed. Civilization had come 
and remained, but only for the few tourists 
and business people who gravitated to the Plan- 
ters' Hotel at the north side of the square. It 
didn't matter to the rest of Sandoba. The cen- 
turies were unchanged. Time almost stood still. 

Mike Holmes cleared his throat and hitched 
his chair so that he could rest his booted feet 
on the low railing where he could watch the 
sunset over the Andes. Mike had been in San- 
doba for several years. He was almost a native. 

It was in Santo Rico (he began) where this 
strange thing happened to me. Santo Rico is 



one of those little Central American countries 
you never hear about. I had gone down there 
with a small crew to sell — of all things— books. 
Imagine selling books. to a lot of hot-headed 
revolutionists! Because at the time we landed, 
there was a nice, bloody revolution going on. 

We stayed at the one hotel in the town — it 
was the biggest town in the country, mebbe 
15,000 people. 

It had been hard rounding up that crew. 
Naturally, all of those guys had to know and 
speak Spanish. So t rounded 'em up in south 
Texas towns. They knew more about the cattle 
business than they did about books. 

We had a nice assortment of books, too — 
histories, picture books for the kids, school 
books, song books in Spanish, tales of Columbus 
and Cortes and De Soto — all those old guys 
Spaniards would sure be interested in — -we 
thought. 

The only thing we didn't figure on was this 
blasted revolution. Never did find out just what 
had brought it on. Sometimes nothing does 
down there. It just starts, and then a lot of 
people get shot. And then suddenly it's all over, 
and enemies are shaking hands and drinking 
pulque. 

Well, there was a redhead named Tony Ma- 
lone with us. He was an ornery, stubborn fel- 
low with a chip on his shoulder all the time. 
Wouldn't take anything from anybody. I knew 
right off that if we got into any trouble, Tony 
would be the start of it. 

And I was right. 

One night a half dozen little cops came to 
our hotel just after we'd had dinner and banged 
on my doer. They had guns bigger than them- 
selves and they had me covered. 

"What's all this?" I demanded. 

"Come, senor. Come quietly," said one of 
them. Well, there was nothing else for it When 
I stepped into the hall, I saw that other cops 
had the rest of us. I didn't see Tony. 

They marched us down that hall, out of the 
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hotel, and across the square where the hoose- 
gow stood. They just shoved us inside a big 
cell and slammed the iron door on us without 
a word. No explanation. 

I fumed and fretted and swore that the 
United States would have their hides for this 
act. But I might've saved my breath. I banged 
on the cell door and shouted to t|he jailor. But 
nobody came. 

Early the next morning a cop slid us a pail 
of water and some dark bread through the bars. 
That's all they gave us for breakfast, but I 
couldn't have eaten a thing anyway. 

Again I tried to talk, but that stubborn cop 
wouldn't even answer. 

Later in the day they shoved Tony into our 
cell. He had been pretty badly beaten up. And 
he was roaring mad. We jumped on him. What 
had happened? How come we were in pokey? 
What was the idea? What did those chili pep- 
pers mean to do with us? 

"Shoot us," Tony said, eyes blazing. "Imag- 
ine, shooting us just because I said Santa Cruz 
was the prettiest republic!" 

Santa Cruz was the neighboring country to 
Santo Rico. I had learned that the revolution 
was being fought between members of political 
parties who came from Santa Cruz. So — no won- 
der they had dumped us into the clink! 

"Why, you're practically a traitor," I told 
Tony. "You shouldn't have said any other re- 
public was prettier than Santo Rico. These guys 
are touchy like that." 

"They're gonna pot us," said Tony. "To- 
morrow at sunrise. Yessir, shoot us down like 
rats. If I could only get my mitts on a few 
throats — !" 

They came and took one of us before dawn 
the next morning. We heard the firing squad — 
the bang — and then they came and took an- 
other of us. Bang! 

I saw them shoot Charley. They were doing 
it in the square, right before our eyes. It wasn't 
nice to watch but I couldn't pull my eyes away. 
When they hauled Manny Reeves out I still 
stood there watching as the riflemen raised 
their weapons, and the commandante called out 
the orders. Then Bang* Manny fell on his face, 

Tony said, "Funny about these cholos. They 
use only one bullet in the firing squad, instead 
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of removing the bullet from one rifle like in 
other firing squads. I heard some of them cops 
saying they hoped the bullet would be in their 
guns!" 

The three guards were approaching to get 
another of us — there were only four left — when 
Tony suddenly cried, "The books! You got those 
little thick books with you? Hurry, for gosh 
sakes! Here they come. Look, do what I do." 

We watched Tony, copying his action. And 
darned if Tony wasn't the very next one they 
pulled from the cell. I watched him walking 
briskly toward the low adobe wall where they 
had placed the others. I could see that he re- 
fused the blindfold. They tied his arms behind 
his back and stood him up. Then that firing 
squad stepped into position again. The orders 
were called. The rifles bellowed. Tony just sank 
down easy like and lay still. 

Harlow Merrick was next. "Don't forget the 
book," I told him. He patted" his breast and a 
wan grin passed over his features. 

"Well," he said, "so long." We shook handt. 

Down went Marrick. Jim Baker was next 
I was reserved for the last. When Jim had fall- 
en, they came for me. I can tell you I wasn't 
feeling too good by then. I didn't know how 
the stunt had come off. A lot of dead men lay 
out .there — my book crew. 

With my back to the wall, I got to feeling a 
bit better. You can only die once, I figgered. 
They pinned the little card over my heart, as 
they had done to the others. Then I was staring 
down the barrels of those rifles. Bang! Some- 
thing hit me like a mule's kick and I collapsed. 
The soldiers filed away for the afternoon siesta. 
"Hey!" called Tony. "You guys all right?** 
We answered that we were. "Lay still until 
they get to sleeping," said Tony. 

An hour later we — three of us — were on our 
way out of Santo Rico in high. 

Yes, one bullet is all they used, and it's a 
good thing. All we could do was pray that the 
■guy who had that one bullet was a good shot 
and hit the card. Here, fellow, take a look at 
this book. 

He handed over the little volume. A bullet 
had smashed threes-quarters through it, fhen 
lodged in the leaves. It was a cook book! 
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/ HMM .... THE JITTERLYS ^"l 50NT CARS. J*™ Vl SUE5S THE ' 

JAKE TALKIN' SO LOUP ,/ HOW BAPLY YOU WANT ONLY WAY WE'LL 

IN THERE. I GUESS 7"ID MOVE, PYREWOOD, /EVER BET OUT 




<OKAY, BUT IF 
1 YOU BO NEED 
/ HELP, I'LL BE OYER 



'THERE'S MISSUS 
' HJTZSOPV NOW.~ " 

ANP SHE'S TALKIN ' 
^ TO TWO BAD 
LOOKIN'MEN.' 



(YES, COME BACK TOMORROW) 
1 ABOUT THIS TIME ANP I 
THINK THE COAST'LLy 
■ BE CLEAR./ 
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HE'S OUT COLD.' 

C0NCUSSION-..5H0CK... 
MAYBE BOTH t BE , 
CAREFUL f 




HAND IT Y 
SOVER // 


s~* YOU'RE MISTAKEN, .. 
OUICKSILVER/ 1 DON'T HAVE) 
■■ — .ANY LEDGER/ . / 
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\ I Will Show You How to 

Learn RADIO 

nby Practicing in Spare Time 
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KNOW RADIO -O&eSuccea* 

Will Train You at Home- SAMPLE IESSON FREE 
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Tiny cell packs enough 

ENERGY 
to kick 186 field goals 

Like football? Like to sit breath- 



flashlight cell NOW has 



BATTEBYUASJS 
93% LONGER* 
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THE NEW "Eveready" flashlight cell literally blasts 
darkness with a dazzling beam of powerful white light. 
And does it for nearly twice as long as famous pre-war 
"Eveready" batteries. Because this new cell packs 93% 
more energy.' Service from "Eveready" flashlight batteries 
is nearly doubled ... yet you pay no more for this far 
greater value! For longer life of brighter light ... get these 
new "Eveready" flashlight batteries! 
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\f FLASHLIGHT BATTERIES 



